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" If we lie under thersheet, Sister, can we leave off
our pyjama bottoms? "

" Major Ashley/' Sister said witheringly, that was
not the remark of a gentleman/'

"Real gentlemen don't wear pyjamas at all/' said
Rupert. "I saw one once /'

"Sister," Aussie said placatingly. "Why are they
moving in four beds, Sister ? It's crowded already/'

"We've got to find room somewhere. They're
evacuating the hospitals at Alexandria."

"That doesn't sound too good," Aussie said slowly.

II

The hospital was composed of long rows of single-
storied huts sprawling in the desert between Cairo and
Suez. I was still dopy from morphine when the
ambulance drove in from the station, but as I was
lifted out I caught a vague glimpse of a flat grey plain.
And now if I leaned forward in bed I could see a bleak
expanse of sand. Perhaps the four new boys would
have come straight from the desert. Perhaps, and the
thought went thrilling round in my mind, perhaps one
of them might even come from my regiment.

After lunch we were supposed to rest until tea. It
was impossible to sleep in that fearful heat, I still could
not turn on to my side because of my arm, and my head
was aching monotonously. A long time later I heard
the clattering sound of a tea trolley being wheeled in
by the At.

"The tea's weak and tepid," said Rupert.

" And tastes of rubber," said Ned.